
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Oh, to reveal 

With the bending of my head, 
With the curving of my hand, 
What no poem has ever said, 
What no words could understand! 
Things for a book too sad, too gay, 
The verses of my feet would say ; 
Telling sorrow, telling delight 
Into the very marrow of men's sight. 



UNDER THE TREE 

I have found a seat 

At the foot of a tree, 

All complete, 

Made for me. 

Smelling sweet 

With the needles of pine. 

I sit very fine 

In the hollow here 

Of my root-woven chair. 



THE DANCER 

Why are you gay, little tree, 
That you dance on the hillside? — 
Holding out your delicate skirt, 
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The Dancer 

Holding out your delicate fingers, 

Tilting your little\head when the wind comes blowing. 

Softly, 
Suddenly, 

You will shake your twinkling locks, 
You will leap and skip, little tree, 
Tree on the hillside — 
Lightly, 
And twirl yourself away. 

TO A VINE THE WORKMEN CUT DOWN 

How will your greenness stay 

Now your roots are cut away? 

The little tendrils that climbed so high, 

The little green leaves still fluttering in the sun, 

Will shrivel and wither to dust when your sap is dry. 

Your pleasant days are done. 

Oh, you turned these bricks into a happy place, 

Dancing and growing; 

Dancing and throwing 

The dancing grace 

Of your shadows over the wall 

When the winds made your little leaves stir. 

When your shade was full of the call 

And nesting of birds, you were happy hearing the whir 

Of their wings. 
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